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rained, and the river was so unnaturally full, that the
newspapers were at first unnaturally empty—there was
literally no news of drought; they filled up again slowly
with reports of the wettest summer c for thirty years.'
Calm, greenish with weed and tree shadow7, the river
flowed unendingly between Soames' damp lawn and his
damp meadows. There were no mushrooms. Blackberries
tasted of rain. Soames made a point of eating one every
year, and, by the flavour, could tell what sort of year it
had been. There was a good deal of c old-man's-beard.'
In spite of all this, however, he was more cheerful than he
had been for ages. Labour had been ' in,5 if not in real
power, for months, and the heavens had only lowered.
Forced by Labour-in-office to take some notice of politics,
he would utter prophecies at the breakfast-table. They
varied somewhat, according to the news ; and, since he
always forgot those which did not come true, he was
constantly able to tell Annette that he had told her so.
She took no interest, howrever, occupied, ' like a woman,
with her bazaars and jam-making, running about in the
car, shopping in London, attending garden-parties'; and,
in spite of her tendency to put on flesh, still remarkably
handsome. Jack Cardigan, his niece Imogen's husband,
had made him a sixty-ninth-birthday present of a set
of golf-clubs. This was more puzzling to Soames than
anything that had ever happened to him. What on earth
was he to do with them ? Annette, with that French
quickness which so often annoyed him, suggested that he
~ should use them.    She was uncomfortable !    At his age	!
And then, one week-end in May the fellow himself had
come down with Imogen, and, teeing a ball up on half a
molehill, had driven it across the river.
" I'll bet you a box of cigars, Uncle Soames, that you
don't do that before we leave on Monday."

